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ALONG OLD TRAILS 



LOS LLANOS 



A GAIN, O plains, 



I go your windswept ways, 
With Indian, trapper, trader, pioneer- 
Gray shadows all 
On gray grass. 

I am companioned — 
Miracle most strange — 
By youth 
And its high dreams. 

West, with the sun, 
From rim to rim; 
And then, 
Beyond ken, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Tired miles of trails 
On sod fresh trod. 

So new 

The billows of your grass — - 

So new 

Your breezes, born each morn. 

But old — so old — 
The ghosts that pass. 

HOPI SONG OF THE DESERT 

You are so beautiful ! — 

Like the face of Ta-wa-wis-ni-mi. 

I cannot speak the words 

To tell of your too-much beauty — 

You, the desert; 

You, the going down of the sun; 

You, my beloved. 

If I could hold you, 
If I could touch you ! — 
But you flee from me, 
As runs the deer. 

You are so beautiful ! 

If only my song 

Could tell of your beauty! 
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